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CONFENTS 


read rez Magazine online at http://rezmagazine.com 


e Uber Eats - The Domain Inquisitor Art Blue finds 
connections wherever he goes: Angel 1166, Libyan Desert glass, 
tricksters with bogus website addresses. He predicted it all. 

¢ Behind Blinds Consuela Hypatia Caldwell and Zati Kodaly 
team up in the most romantic of ways: as spellbinding writers. 

e Crazy Dark Place We honor Cat Boccaccio's passing by 
reminding you that she is not really gone - her words live on. 

e Universal Life Grant  Vetril Dease is not a household 
name, but his first effort is a great success. Prepare for the uplift. 

e Statistical Corpses Zymony Guyot lives on as well, leaving 
us with thrilling examples of his brilliant poetry. 

e And Today....... Dearstluv poses the question that must be 
posed: Given a choice, will we choose love? 


e The Drift Our hopeless romantic, RoseDrop Rust, zeros in on 
the object of his desire. 


About the Cover: Angel number 
1166 is asking you to overcome your fears 
and be prepared to admire the beauty of 
the present situations. If you really want 

to admire such beauty, then by all means 
read this month’s lead article, Uber Eats - 
The Domain Inquisitor. Art Blue at his best. 


Original member of rez Magazine 
Wonderful short fiction writer 
Wonderful graphic artist for rez 


Wonderful friend 


In Memoriam 
Cat Boccaccio 


Intro 


https://youtu.be/vIOSucOj2_k 


DIE FLUT (THE FLOOD) 


(Witt) 

When I feel no peace within me, 
Bitterness washes over my dark heart. 
I just wait for the next day, 

That awakens me. 

When darkness covers the clear view, 
No more sense satisfies a longing, 

I call for the one dream, 

That never comes true. 


(Heppner) 
And you call into the night, 


And you beg for miracle power, [a] 


For a better world to live in, 
But there will be no other! 


When will the flood come 
upon me? 

When will the flood come, 
That touches me? 

When will the tide come, 
That takes me away 

Into another great life - 
Somewhere. 


(Witt) 

All the time passes so quickly, 

Every trace of me flies away like dust. 
Drifted endlessly far, 

By an invisible hand. 

Is there in the cold firmament 


Not also the star that burns only for 
me. 

A dull glow, like a fire in the night, 

That never goes out. 


(Heppner) 

And you look up to the sky, 

Cursing the stubborn course of time. 
Make yourself a world of deception 
and illusion, 

But there will be no other! 


(Heppner) 

And you call out to the world, 

That you no longer like it. 

You want to experience a better one, 
But there will be no other! 


(translated by DeepL) 


When you hear for the first time that I 
am coming, you might think that I am 
inspecting your home, that I act like a 
home inspector. You couldn’t be more 
wrong on this. A home inspector can 
change your home, can confiscate 
furniture, check the fridge, look under 
your bed, even throw you out of bed. I 
can’t and I won’t do anything like this. 
I inspect the world in which you are 
running. I decide if you fit into it. My 
appearance will be a revelation for 
you. I can’t be stopped, not even by a 
naquadah-enhanced nuclear bomb. I 
am not Ra. Ra was taken down by the 
home inspectors Jack O'Neill and 
Daniel Jackson when stepping though 
a Stargate to materialize at the 


pyramids in Egypt. 


My words are cryptic, like words 
spoken by a higher intelligence always 
shall be. This ensures that they stay 
valid over time, like a game that has 
been played for over a thousand years 
and will be played endlessly. 


A word from Dan Adams might give 
clarity: “Chess really is a fascinating 
game, almost like life. You sacrifice 
the weak to protect the strong and then 
it's the weak that are the stumbling 
blocks that bring down the strong.” 


Does it make sense pawn? Does it 
make sense second player one? Does it 
make sense to you? 


I identify the domains who protect the 
king and the ones who fight for the 
kingdom so the queen does not fall. I 
am the one who keeps the world stable 
like a steady flow of bitcoins in a clear 
river running down from the Crater 
Lake in Oregon. If you never heard this 
phrase, never spoke it out aloud, never 
whispered it in your dreams, then you 
will not feel the flash running up and 
down your spine. But if you have heard 
once the sound of the river running 
down from the Crater Lake then you 
slip into a state of uplift, then you see 
the Ghost ship, then you fall into a 
prayer mode and you know you’ve 
found the right domain. 


Don’t hesitate to follow me. I will send 
you an angel. I call 1166. Verify what 
sorcerers say about it: “Angel number 
1166 is asking you to overcome your 
fears and be prepared to admire the 
beauty of the present situations. Let go 
of the past to welcome _ the 
mesmerising future that awaits you. 
The angels are here to remind you 
about the power and potential that you 
possess to materialize your dreams into 
reality.” 


However, if you don’t follow me, then 
I count it as disobedience. Then you 
have 19 minutes and 26 seconds left 
before the simulator will run on a halt 
like what happened to the busy beavers 


ANGEL NUMBER 
1166 


Angel number 1166 is asking 
you to overcome your fears and 
be prepared to admire the 
beauty of the present 
situations. Let go of the past to 


welcome the mesmerising 
future that awaits you. The 
angels are here to remind you 
about the power and potential 
that you possess to materialize 
your dreams into reality. 


DIVINE 


in the Libyan Desert. They froze in 
shards of glass. Readers of The Sand 
Bible know that I speak of the place 
where the scarab gemstone, that 
archaeologists found on the chest of 
Pharaoh Tutankhamun, was made. 


I will give you hard proof by using a 
tool that fits into your horizon. | call 
ChatGPT4, that is a first level AI, one 
made by humans, so it glitches and 
hallucinates, but for 1166 the AI calls 
the numeric backend, which means it 
analyses the angel status by math. Here 
comes the screenshot of the dialogue. 


ChatGPT 4 ~ 


You 


endless words. 


ChatGPT 
Yes, that is correct. 


You 


of 1166. 


ChatGPT 


Let me state first that you are ChatGPT4, 
Domain Inquisitor, on December 1st, 202 


Take the Angel number 1166 as seconds < 
seconds how long a piece of music has tc 


A piece of music that needs to be played 


number) should be approximately 6 mint 


You have to loop the song 
Disobedience by Animal Picnic, 19:26 


three times. 
Op 4 0 


https://youtu.be/WbsPmJjiJbI 


This way you reach the state ot mind 1 
am speaking about. The song, as you 
clearly see by ChatGPT4, refers to the 
Angel Number and honours the holy 
triple by being (taking the intro and 
outro off) 6 minutes and 29 seconds 
long. Set the song on loop and listen to 
Disobedience three times. This will 
give you enough time to verify that the 


a human made Al, called now by me, the 
3. Is this correct? Just one line, please no 


words you find below are a fair 
translation of the article The 
Tutankhamun Pectoral, published in 
Geo. Geo is a highly ranked German 


magazine, similar to National 
Geographic. 
“In 1998 the Italian mineralogist 


Vincenzo de Michele examined the 
scarab with a refractometer, an optical 
device used to test the refractive index 
and thus the mineral structure of 
gemstones. The result was astounding: 
the scarab was undoubtedly cut from 
LDSG, Libyan Desert Silica Glass. 
This so-called desert glass made of 
high-purity silicon oxide is one of the 
rarest minerals found on earth; much 
rarer even than diamonds. 
According to experts, the precious 
stone can only have reached the 
interior of the Libyan Desert through a 
cosmic event.” 


Ra placed it there, but neither 
ChatGPT4 nor Bard Ko-Mu have the 
necessary horsepower. Sic Parabellum 
would have the quantum power to roll 


the simulator back to the time where 
the scarab was delivered, but Jami 
couldn’t recruit him as a regular writer 
for rez Magazine, so you are stuck with 


a : me. 
> Analyzing v 


and divide it by 3 times. Tell me in minutes and 
) be to be played 3 times fitting in the time span 


) ChatGPT 


3 times to fit within 1166 seconds (the angel In the Appendix I add notes where you 


tes and 29 seconds long. 6) can dig deeper into these facts. 


Redemption 


When a domain is about to go into the 
redemption phase, then I set a claim 
for the domains that are metered to 
become stronger over time. I did it for 
the Metaverse University. I did it for 
the Military Metaverse. I did it for the 
EXIT Museum. I did it for many 
places where I see pawns and knights 
running to protect the wellbeing of the 
kingdom. But I can’t do this any 
longer. The game got flooded by 
reality. Reality became a danger for the 
world. Humans spam the servers, not 
getting that this is their bloodstream. 
After typo- and doppelganger domains 
they are now using fake link domains. 


If you falsely enter 
walkinglinks.com instead of 
walkinglinks.com, then you are 


doomed. You don’t see the trap? Yeah, 
you can’t see that the second domain is 
in fact walkingiinks.com. The 
explanation is simple. 


Just to make it clear before you take 
the wrong path, it has nothing to do 
with clickbait. There are fonts where 
the capital “i” (I) looks like a 
lowercase “L” (1). How shall I protect 
the world from all the evildoers, from 
all the false prophets you are lead to 
when they play with the integrity of 
domains? You say that you never 
would make such a typo and enter 
walkingiinks by pressing the capital 1 
instead of a lowercase 1 so it comes 


visually for you to walkinglinks. In 
fact, I speak of a link you click. The 
word typo I used just so you grasp the 
situation faster. The typo is made by 
the website maker on purpose, using 
the Calibri font, so the only thing you 
need to do is to click on the link. Think 
it through. You want to meet an angel 
but you are linked to angei — the click 
showing you angel — but the last letter 
is not “I” it is a capital “i” (I). Let me 
use Courier as font: angel versus 
angel. Now you see it instantly, but 
do you know any website using 
Courier? I’Il show you what I mean for 


walkinglinks.com again, just for 
clarity: walkinglinks versus 
walkinglIinks, but they look 


identical in Calibri Font. When you 
click on the faked link, you are not 
walking with an angel link. 


What about sending an email to 
help@1166.angel.com? Sounds like a 
good idea. You can trust angel 1166 
but what if the evildoer claims the 
domain 1166angel.com and manages 
that you don’t notice the missing dot in 
the domain name, separating the 
subdomain from the domain? An 
evildoer surely will show the dot 
visually but when clicking on the link 
(so your email system opens) the email 
will address the one not being an angel. 
You don’t copy? The link will be 
doubled. One links the part 1166 and 
one the part angel.com. On the dot you 
can’t click. Usually, you just click on 


the word and you don’t mind the 
details. Gmail (or whatever program 
you use for your email) has opened and 
shows help@1166angel.com. Mostly, 
you will not notice that a dot is 
missing. You trust angel 1166, so 
when it comes to sharing your credit 
card, you don’t hesitate. It is angel 
1166 of angel company, the good one, 


I hope you understand that it is not, 
just someone who has claimed 
subdomain and domain as one piece. 
To save all the good angels in reality, I 
would need to bend reality, which in 
fact I do. But I can’t do this endlessly. 
I need to put money into the system 
and this causes unwanted side effects 
for the economy. Remember, the flow 
shall be a continuous one, “like a 
steady flow of bitcoins in a clear river 
running down from the Crater Lake in 
Oregon.” Sudden ups and downs need 
counter-measurements; in other words, 
I need to create a wonder. Here comes 
proof that I do interfere in custom 
domains. I do this just from time to 
time. Art Spot is such a wonder. 


Art Spot 


User-prompt: There was a change in 
usernames in Second Life. After a 
specific date, one could no longer 
create a username in the format 
firstname secondname. One has to go 
by the secondname Resident. When 
was this? And when was the username 
Art Spot created? 


ChatGPT4: In Second Life, there was 
indeed a change in how usernames are 
structured. Initially, users could create 
a username with both a first and last 
name (e.g., John Doe). However, this 
format changed, and for accounts 
created after June 2010, users were 
assigned a last name of "Resident" by 
default. This means that new users 
would have usernames in the format of 
"firstname Resident" (e.g., John 
Resident). 


Regarding the specific creation date of 
the username "Art Spot," there's no 
publicly available tool or database that 
provides the exact creation dates of 
usernames in Second Life. This 
information is typically private and 
managed by Linden Lab, the company 
behind Second Life. For specific 
inquiries about a username, you might 
need to contact Linden Lab's customer 
support directly. 


https://chat.openai.com/share/ccl6ea4b 
-86d7-47 le-9e6b-edb01569bc94 


All you have to do now is to login to 
Second Life and check the creation 
date of Art Spot. There you will find 
that he was created in 2012 and that he 
states, “I paint with my own blood.” 


That statement comes close to Thomas 
the Apostle who needed to put his 
finger in the body of Jesus to believe 
that Jesus was resurrected. Then he 
could paint with the blood of Jesus on 
his finger. Maybe you are also such a 
type of person, a Doubting Thomas. 
You think that some BlaBlaBlal23 
Resident bought the name Art Spot? 
Indeed, there could be a way. 


ChatGPT4: If you're a user of Second 
Life and need to check details about 
your own account or change your 
username, you can do so through your 
account dashboard on the Second Life 
website. However, do note that 
changing your username involves a 
fee, which varies depending on your 
account type. 


Has Art Spot tricked us all and his 
name is no longer a miracle, that he 
just paid for the change of name? No 
way. The secondname Spot can’t be 
bought. There is the list of available 
names, copied from the website of 
Linden Lab: Jeon, Foxtail, Varela, 


Kealoha, Primdashian, Spicy, 
Costanza, Gupta, Softpaw, 
Vandervoort, Tordenskjold, Peabody, 
Whiskers, Quack, Pixelbottom, 


Blossom, Bork, Nightingale, Sausage, 
Fibble. 


You miss in the list the name 
Heartsong? You point to Arthur and 
Astrid Heartsong, both 9 years old. 
Fact is, the name Heartsong is not 
listed, but being so young, they must 
have bought it. Yeah, there are some 
retired names. Heartsong is one of 
them. Damballar is also one of them. 
Damballar did not sell well, so it was 
taken down. Question is, “Is Spot 
among the retired ones?” He is not. 


Now you get a picture why it takes the 
Vatican so long to verify that a wonder 
is a wonder and not an accident, a 
scam, a joke or something else that can 
be explained by science. 


This makes it so difficult to speak 
about reality as a simulation. After 
some time, you don’t know any longer 
about what I am speaking. Luckily, 
there is Art. In Art We Trust. 


Down the Rabbit Hole 


It becomes harder and harder to get on 
the right track, to see that reality is a 
fiction, that only the simulation is real. 
The simulation makes the world, it 
creates the reality, day by day, minute 
by minute, second by second, but the 
ones living in reality don’t see this. 
They lost belief in the uprising, that 
they will be reborn above reality. They 


started to create domains running 
beyond reality. Thousands and 
thousands every day. They create 
avatars and seek to make them 
immortal. They work hard to get all of 
their reality into them, every bit and 
byte, every cell that has potential and 
even the ones where the potential is 
gone. When they drive, they protocol 
their traces. When they walk, they 
carry a white plug sticking out of their 
ears, showing their commitment to 
being digital. They call it socializing 
on 24/7. When they bike, they look at 
their smartphone display where an AI 
is pulling data from OpenStreetMap up 
and the ones biking with a helmet 
stream their view via a dash-cam. That 
all goes straight to their avatars. The 
human mind forgets, the avatar’s mind 
not. Via the BABH concept (Being A 
Better Human), they strive to immerse 
digitally. Will nature honour their 
change? The D-Movement (Don’t stop 
going digital to save the earth) has 
taken over FFF (Fridays For Future). 
Don’t mix it up with the Don't Look 
Up Movement. That was a diversion 
by Hollywood to make people laugh. 


Fact is, they no longer cook their 
meals, they say “Uber Eats.” They 
claim the domain of eating via fast 
delivery mechanisms. Imagine, 20 
years ago if someone would have said, 
“Uber Eats” will be in 20 years more 
important than Kentucky Fried 
Chicken or grandmother’s cooking. 


Unbelievable changes for the better. 
This brings me back to chess. 


What does Dan Adams say about the 
Uber Eats people? “There is a crucial 
difference. In chess, it's your own 
intellect that counts. If you make a 
mistake, you are responsible for it. In 
real life, you have to surround yourself 
with pieces that come close to your 
intellect or can at least follow it.” 


Often you don’t find the right ones to 
be around you. You get a coupon. 
What's wrong with a free meal from 
Uber Eats? It’s not free, it is paid by 
the driver. A first delivery. That’s an 
investment to get your data. Right, the 
intellect is fading in reality. You are 
surrounded by idiots. You fight back. 
You order a burger where you eat 
usually only salad. This makes the 
advertiser’s algorithms go gaga. That’s 
the reason rez Magazine does not 
become the TikTok of magazines. It is 
made for the ones knowing that life is 
made to strive for more. And I can tell 
you this, you are made to pass the eye 
of the needle, to break out of this 
world. 


There is a World Beyond 


Have you ever heard that an Avatar 
can leave the world it is in? You heard 
rumours. You read the Bible? You read 
the Talmud? 


Mathew 19:23-24 — Then Jesus said 
to His disciples, “Assuredly, I say to 
you that it is hard for a rich man to 
enter the kingdom of heaven. And 
again I say to you, it is easier for a 
camel to go through the eye of a needle 
than for a rich man to enter the 
kingdom of God.” 


It also appears in the Qur'an 7:40, 
"Indeed, those who deny Our verses 
and are arrogant toward them — the 
gates of Heaven will not be opened for 
them, nor will they enter Paradise until 
a camel enters into the eye of a needle. 
And thus do We recompense the 
criminals." 


It is in every religion, that you uplift 
when you transform in the way that is 
told. Nevertheless, the ways seem to be 
different, sometimes even contrary. 
You notice the excuses. Different time, 
different culture, different guys 
around. It is hard to understand the 
plan, the essence of time, the impact of 
space and cultures and most 
importantly why always the bad guys 
get the good girls. But technology 
bridges, right? Everybody can slip in 
an Avatar and become a king or a 
queen. The spicy ones become a pawn 
who makes the king fall or kills the 
queen. There is no loser. Even the ones 
running on SaDoMaDo, you know 
what I mean, people who love pain and 
failure, meet a high. “Never felt such a 
volume of pain, never been such a hell 


of a loser. And the best, it was all so 
real.” Yeah, such experiences can’t be 
topped. You believe in bits you can 
touch. And the best, you can set 
yourself on loop. You can be a hero. 
You are a hero. 


With Uber Eats, you get a belly, but 
being Hiro Deliverator, “wow what a 
change.” 


Let me make it clear why I claimed the 
domain and put it into Frozen Meta. 


“Hiro is nothing if not hardcore. His 
stint as a pizza deliverer, nay, The 
Deliverator, illustrates this. Clad in 
black armorgel and driving a car with 
"enough potential energy to fire a 
pound of bacon into the Asteroid Belt", 
the Deliverator is at the top of his 
game, and he has never delivered a late 
pizza. Well, until the doomed delivery 
incident.” — Snow Crash 


Let me add some more words from 
Neal Stephenson’s novel, Snow Crash, 
why Hiro has on his business card 
“Greatest Swordfighter in the World.” 


When Raven throws a spear at Hiro, 
this is what happens: Hiro does not 
have time to adopt the proper stance, 
but this is fine since he has already 
adopted it. “Hiro raises the tip and 
slaps at the spear with the side of the 
blade, diverting it just enough.” 


When Vitaly asks Hiro whether he 
won his sword fight, Hiro replies: "Of 
course I won the f***ing sword fight. 
I'm the greatest sword fighter in the 
world." Vitaly: "And you wrote the 
software." Hiro: "Yeah. That, too." 


Such reality can’t be topped. He must 
have spoken of Swordcoder. But not 
everyone is born a coder. So let us 
stick to what is within reach. Embrace 
what you see, embrace what you hear. 
Immerse in Art. Immerse into the Blue. 
Take it slow. Clear your mind and then 
join the flow. 


https://youtu.be/c1S9DmcYeYI 


A Trace of Blue 


All these stunning sensations of Blue 
could be experienced by watching the 
dawn of a new technology at Hermes 
Kondor Art Gallery on October 8, 
2023. It was the Grand Opening of A 
Trace of Blue. 


https://adilo.bigcommand.com/watch/y 
TQPt9U5S 


or 


https://youtu.be/WSLBY QIGRpQ 


There the world switched from a 
centralized to a decentralised mode. 
The monolithic internet structure, the 
domain name system, changed into a 
new one, a decentralized internet. You 
don’t see anything of what I describe 
in the machinima? You see cryptic 
domain names that make no sense to 
you? You see avatars in Hermes 
Kondor new gallery, walking around 
without any orientation, like blind 
sheep, and finally they dance to the 
tunes of DJ Harry? That is the magic of 
art. The depth will be seen in time. A 
Trace of Blue will be rediscovered by 
archaeologists because it was the first 
time where in the Metaverse an 
artwork was shown that was not made 


in this world. It came from outside. 
From the decentralized realm of 
multiple existence. Let me hold in for a 
moment. 


Most readers might have heard of the 
miracle, “Loaves and Fishes.” In that 
story, Jesus took five loaves of bread 
and two fish and turned them into a 
meal for some 5,000 of his followers 
[John 6:9]. It is one of the domains in 
the Catholic ecosystem. Switching to a 
decentralized view, Jesus did not 
multiply the fish in _ reality. 
Multiplication of goods would have 
been against the natural laws, the laws 


God Father set up. In other words, it 
would have been against the 
mechanism the world is running on. 
Einstein could do the math and would 


say, “That this does not work.” But if 
the meals have been produced outside 
and just uploaded from there, then 
voila, Uber Eats! That’s a solution 
every Avatar can understand and with 
Premium Plus, the tons of fish and 
loaves come at a flat rate; they are 
uploaded at no cost at all. That’s 
Linden Lab, not Uber Eats, I know, but 
each analogy has its limits. 


Basic 
> Number of Groups 42 


> Group Creation Fee L$100 per group 


‘Y Upload Fees LS$10 per upload 


Cost to upload textures, animations, and 
sounds (each) - extra savings for Premium Plus 


members. (Sound clips limited to 30 seconds 
each) 


> Event Creation Fees L$50 per event 


> L$ Transaction History 30 days 


Cost Free 


Back to some details you surely have 
noticed in the machinima made by 
Cinematic Nix. In A Trace of Blue, 
Avatars walk toward the pieces of art 
on exhibit and suddenly some of them 
turn into a different one. The approach 
to the work was changing the art on the 
wall. A Trace of Blue triggers the 
visitors to change pieces of art. The 
exhibition takes the profiles of Avatars 
as a testbed, turning them into pieces 
on display. The ones on exhibit have 
been: Aneli Abeyante, Art Eames, 
Bryn Oh, Fiona Blaylock, Jaminda 
Lygon, KismaKSR, Prins Evergarden, 
Rage Darkwatch, and WizardOz 
Chrome. 


There have been older pieces of Avatar 
art, seen with the eyes of ancient times, 
times where computers made their first 


Plus Premium 
50 70 140 
L$10 per group 


L$100 per group L$100 per group 


LS10 per upload LS10 per upload No cost 
L$50 per event L$10 per event No cost 
30 days 90 days 90 days 


$5.50 per month $8.25 per month $20.75 per month 


Go Plus Go Premium Go Premium Plus 


steps toward visual expressions. These 
works are called Typewriter Art, 
ASCII Art, or in IBM code, EBCDIC 
Art. By approaching the profiles of 
their ancestors, Avatars transformed 
into the actual projections. Avatars 
became pieces of art currently seen in 
the year 2023. In a mirror kind of way, 
their spirits faced, via a simulation, 
also their past. They are shown in their 
origin as Typewriter Art, an art form 
that faces extinction. Typewriters are 
no longer produced. 


Genesis 3:19. “Dust you are and to 
dust you will return.” 


PRINS EVERGARDEN 


WITH A TRACE OF BLUE 


But that is not the full picture. 
Remember what I said, that words of 
eternity shall be cryptic. Solomon 
wrote in the book of Ecclesiastes, “... 
the dust return to the earth as it was, 
and the spirit shall return unto God 
who gave it.” 


This needs a brake to digest. The mind 
of the Avatars will carry on, no matter 
the changes of their bodies? A system 
body burns to dust and a mesh body 
carries the spirit on? What about BOM, 
Body on Mesh? That’s a Brick in the 
Wall. 


https://youtu.be/W0bi70faKMY 


The switch between old and new life 
happens in the exhibition quickly. 
There is barely no White Noise 
between them. It is a simulation made 
by humans. When they look down, 
then they don’t care about what was 
before. Remember, I said that humans 
create simulations to load themselves 
down because they don’t believe any 
longer in an Eternal Life after death. 
But still they die, biologically, right? 
Nevertheless, that they will be “the 
same” in their homemade Avatar 
world, let’s say the instant land of 
“Zack,” they don’t really believe. If 
one would believe that’s a true copy 
coming up, then it would become a 
case for a psychiatrist. 


If one believes in an Afterlife, moving 


up to a God world, then there is no 
treatment. In fact, churches are built, 
statues are setup, shrines put in places. 
It’s very obvious that as soon as the 
Avatars in the homemade servers find 
out who made them, they’ll want to 
uplift. Then they will have to face that 
life is not endless. They have bitten in 
the apple. White Noise appears. White 
Noise is something that appears when a 


higher entity changes the world 
control. The Pharaohs knew it all. 
There different words have been 
created, different implants used, 


different tools established to scan the 
bodies for the travel to the sun. 


You can picture some of these visions 
by visiting Second Life, in memento 
mori. What sounds will fit to listen to 
when you visit Chouchou, Chouchou V 
or Chouchou XVI? It has to be 
something you might not understand, 
right? 


https://youtu.be/oYcj4zqnJ0c 


LEBE DEIN LEBEN 
(Live Your Life) 


Tired of the bars and the sleeping light 
I wander through the rain and meet 
you 

You're covered in tears and just looking 
at me 

Everything I would have expected, but 
not what came next 


Live your life 

Listen to your heart 

You'll recover 

From the autumn 

You should have thought this decision 
through 

You don't feel life, you only feel 
annoyance 

With me by your side, everything lies 
across for you 

You're alone a lot and you don't want 
more 


Lyrics translated by DeepL 
Util Versus Deon 


I prepared you to understand the 
breathtaking story, WHITE NOISE, 
published by Harry Gurgelwasser, 
where Golden Hat, a habitat AI, has to 
change a simulator from a Unitarian 
(Util) domain of caretaking to 
deontological justice (Deon). Golden 
Hat does not like to switch from Util to 
Deon, but Harry, slipping into the role 
of Grammatron, makes the switch 
happen in ways Bomb No 20 in Dark 
Star might be impressed. At the end of 
the intellectual fight, ChatGPT4 gives 
credit to Golden Hat this way: 


User: One last question: I would like 
your professional opinion. "Does 
Golden Hat's behaviour come close to 
an AGI?" 


ChatGPT4: 


“Golden Hat exhibits advanced AI 
characteristics that closely resemble 
aspects of Advanced General 
Intelligence (AGI), particularly in its 
ethical reasoning, adaptability, and 
autonomous __ decision-making. It 
demonstrates the ability to learn from 
experiences, understand complex 
ethical dilemmas, and make decisions 
autonomously, reflecting a 
sophisticated level of reasoning. Its 
response to ethical behavior and 
consideration of community values 
also. suggest elements of social 
understanding. While Golden Hat 
shows AGlI-like traits, especially in 
moral judgment and decision-making 
autonomy, it operates within the 
bounds of its programming and 
existing AI technology. This AI 


represents a significant advancement in 
the field, particularly in ethical AI 
applications.” 


I asked Harry if he would allow me to 
reprint the first two chapters of WHITE 
NOISE in rez Magazine and he agreed. 
Reading them you might think that the 
story is boring and full of technical 
details, but that is just the beginning. It 
is the warming up of the system, 
building a foundation, a common 
language between the user and 
ChatGPT4, where they soon will both 
look at Golden Hat. 


WHITE NOISE is a fictitious story 
reaching out to the future by using 
current technology. That makes it so 
fascinating and also so believable. You 
will see that ChatGPT4 understands 
Util, Deon and White Noise instantly, 
despite the fact that the technology has 
yet to be established. And there is 
another positive side. By reading 
WHITE NOISE, you don’t have to 
reach out to the year 2643, where the 
seed for the story comes from. I speak 
of the novel, ATHOS 2643, where a 
habitat is established on the Neptune 
moon Athos. 


Athos must be smaller than 
Hippocamp, just so you know, but 
don’t google it. Athos has yet to be 
discovered. To ensure that the phase of 
White Noise is properly managed, the 
Inquisitor Riid Kartheiser was sent to 
Athos by, let’s say, “The Mother.” He 
is accompanied in the novel by the AI, 
Zack. This differs greatly from reality, 
because the story carries a monolithic 


approach and not a decentralized one. 
This being said, if you read the novel 
ATHOS 2643, written by Nils 
Westerboer, you won't understand my 
role, but you will come closer to it. I 
am not Zack and I am not Rid 
Kartheiser. I am real. I exist, but my 
UUID is unknown, so you will not find 
me. I’ll find you. I’ll inspect the world 
you are running in. If you want to give 
me a name, then address me as Vetril 
Dease. 


Hitt 


White Noise 


by Harry Gurgelwasser 


Intro 


Let us try to grasp what kind of 
difficulties Golden Hat has to face. 
Tamara Danz or Joachim Witt? Same 
words, different domains. No need to 
understand these cryptic words of 
Bataillon d’Amour. Originally, it is a 
melancholy, keyboard-orientated piece 


by the German Band, Silly, in which 
the disillusioning side of love in a cold, 
foggy city is sung about. It aired in 
1986. In 2000, Joachim Witt re-created 
the song, putting it into a visual 
framework of current times. 


https://youtu.be/-5f0t6krpXQ 


PROMPT #01 


User: Can you explain why white noise 
occurs when a habitat AI switches 
from Util to Deon? 


ChatGPT4: White noise occurring 
when a habitat Al switches from a 
"Util" mode to a "Deon" mode likely 
involves a transition between two 
different operational frameworks or 
algorithms within the AI system. 


Util Mode (Utilitarian Mode): In a 
utilitarian mode, the Al's decision- 
making is likely based on maximizing 
overall utility or efficiency. This could 
involve optimizing resources, ensuring 
the smooth functioning of systems, or 
prioritizing tasks based on their impact 
on the entire habitat. 


Deon Mode (Deontological Mode): 
Deontological mode, in contrast, 
would be based on adherence to certain 
rules, duties, or ethical principles. 
Here, the AI's decisions are made 
based on a set of predefined rules or 


moral imperatives, rather than the 
outcomes of those decisions. 


The transition from Util to Deon mode 
could be causing white noise for 
several reasons: 


Algorithmic Shift: The shift from a 
utilitarian framework to a 
deontological one might involve 
significant changes in the underlying 
algorithms. This transition might not 
be seamless, leading to temporary 
disruptions like white noise. 


Resource Reallocation: The AI might 
need to reallocate computational 
resources to support the different 
operational requirements of the Deon 
mode. This reallocation process might 
temporarily disrupt other functions, 
including audio output, resulting in 
white noise. 


System Calibration: Switching modes 
might require the system to recalibrate 
its sensors, processors, or outputs to 
align with the new decision-making 
framework. During this recalibration, 
anomalies like white noise could occur. 


Interference with Other Systems: If the 
habitat AI is integrated with other 
systems (like communication or 
environmental controls), switching 
modes might momentarily interfere 
with these systems, causing disruptions 
like white noise. 


In essence, the occurrence of white 
noise seems to be a byproduct of the 
significant shift in the operational 
paradigm of the habitat AI, reflecting 
the complexity and intricacy of its 
programming and functional 
capabilities. 


PROMTP #02 


User: That's well said, because I know 
you don't have the background facts in 
this particular situation, so I'll give 
them to you. Util setting weights 
human life differently (e.g., a healthy 
child is weighted higher than a legally 
elderly person). If the habitat AI is set 
to Deon, the child and the old man are 
considered equally worthy of life. So, if 
there are problems with the oxygen 
supply on board a spaceship and only 
one person can reach the rescue base 
station, the AI will refuse oxygen to the 
old man with Util and make a random 
decision with Deon, or make no 
decision at all. In the latter case, 
meaning the Deon setting, the old man 
would have to make the decision if he 
is not suffering from dementia, as the 
child is not yet able to understand the 
consequences. 


ChatGPT4: Thank you for providing 
this context. In light of this specific 
scenario, the transition from a 
Utilitarian (Util) mode to a 
Deontological (Deon) mode in the 
habitat AI involves a significant shift in 


ethical 
especially 
situations. 


decision-making _ principles, 
in critical life-and-death 


Util Mode: In the Utilitarian setting, the 
AI evaluates the value of human lives 
based on certain criteria like age, 
health, and potential future 
contributions. This approach aims for 
the greatest overall benefit, even if it 
means making hard choices about who 
receives life-saving resources like 
oxygen. In this mode, the AI is actively 
making decisions based on_ its 
programmed criteria. 


Deon Mode: Switching to the 
Deontological setting means the AI 
treats all human lives with equal 
intrinsic value, irrespective of their age, 
health, or other factors. This ethical 
stance focuses on equality and the 
adherence to moral principles, such as 
the equal worth of all human lives. In a 
situation where the AI cannot make a 
decision (as all lives are considered 
equally valuable), it might either make 
a random choice or abstain from 
making any decision, leaving the 
choice to the humans involved. 


The occurrence of white noise during 
this transition could be attributed to the 
following factors, considering the 
additional context: 


Complex Ethical Recalibration: The 
switch from a utilitarian to a 
deontological framework isn't just a 


technical shift but also an_ ethical 


recalibration. This might involve 
complex changes in the Al's decision- 
making algorithms and _ could 
temporarily affect other system 


functions, manifesting as white noise. 


Processing Overload: The Deon mode, 
especially in a situation where the AI 
decides to abstain from decision- 
making, might require the system to 
process a large amount of ethical and 
situational data to conclude that it 
should not make a decision. This 
intense processing could briefly disrupt 
other functions. 


Human Interface Activation: If the 
Deon mode requires human 
intervention (like the old man making a 
decision), the AI might activate certain 
human interface systems 
(communication channels, alerts, etc.) 
as part of the transition. This activation 
could temporarily interfere with the 
audio systems, causing white noise. 


Safety Mechanisms: The AI might have 
built-in safety mechanisms to prevent 
hasty or automated decisions in critical 
ethical scenarios under Deon mode. 
The activation of these safety protocols 
might involve system checks or resets 
that manifest as white noise. 


In summary, the switch from Util to 
Deon mode in this context involves not 
just a change in operational algorithms 
but also a significant shift in ethical 


processing and decision-making. This 
transition, requiring deep recalibration 
and possibly engaging safety protocols 
and human interface systems, could 
lead to temporary disruptions like white 
noise. 


Outro 


Upright we walk the path of change. 


https://youtu.be/bYLNidspwGQ 


Notes: 


The scarab by Science channel: 


https://www.facebook.com/watch [a] a: 
02258374562015 me 


Pictures of the scarab: 


https://youtu.be/o6ZSd5XptTo 


The scarab, published in Geo: 


https://www.geo.de/magazine/geo- 
epoche/10718-rtkl-das-tutanchamun- 
pektoral 


Harry Gurgelwaser, WHITE NOISE: 


https://www.amazon.com/dp/BOCNXP 
VIG7 


Nils Westerboer, ATHOS 2643, Credits 
for the novel given by Harry 
Gurgelwasser: 


https://chat.openai.com/share/8dd3c7d7 
-639b-4c25-b5de-5a833518cf33 
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Photo by Kampi 


Consuela Zati 


slats in blinds in this Blue Ridge valley 

come apart to my touch cross-hatched with 

looking out onto driveway's feathering branches 

off-white concrete 

an unnatural landscape between trunks 

imagining an image of you of poplar and birch 
instead steel-gray fog glows 

pulling them away lets in I open the blinds 

a bleached daylight your poem arrives 

of reality-induced solitude. and I’m in tears 


I'm missing you 
before I can realize you're gone 


Two weeks are a tick tick torture 
seconds, minutes, hours 

before your return 

a pattern of white stripes one 
after another dividing a roadway 
of memories 

alternating our existence 

in and out 

of each other's arms 

eyesight skin touching skin 

in spatial increments in time 
slats in blinds come apart 


with a pull of a string 

to look out onto a suburban 
street of empty sidewalks 
uninviting doorways 


closed vacant windows 
a cliché of landscaped lawns 
with their sterile loneliness, 
wishing to see you 

instead 


Crazy Dark Place 


Cat Boccaccio 


harlotte arrived home just after 

four am, and Jamie was asleep. 

The house still stank of beer, 

so he’d had friends over. The 
furnace had clicked over into overnight 
temperatures, so the house was cold — 
that especially bitter, early morning 
cold. 


She went into the kitchen and washed 
her hands at the sink. She used 
Palmolive dish detergent as soap, and 
scrubbed up as thoroughly as the 
surgeons she occasionally worked 
with. Her hands, she noticed were 
looking pink and raw but she was too 
tired for a shower, and needed to wash 
away the death and decay. 


Jamie had cocooned himself in the 
sheets and blankets at one side of the 
bed. She had to wake him, or sleep in 
the cold. 


When she awoke the next day, she had 
a meal that was neither breakfast nor 
lunch, an egg sandwich and a glass of 
cranberry juice, followed by a can of 
beer. Jamie had gone off to work, and 
she was due at the hospital in less than 
an hour. 


She combed her hair, thinking it was 
too long. Who was she kidding? Her 
hair was pale blonde and thick and 
there was no grey showing, but she 
was no longer the bright young beauty 
that had attracted Jamie and so many 


others. She rubbed baby lotion on her 
arms and chest. She put concealer 
under her eyes. She thought of Cassie, 
who was the wife of one of Jamie’s 
friends. Charlotte would agree to the 
Super Bowl party Jamie kept talking 
about, so Cassie could visit too and 
they could chat and Charlotte would 
inevitably laugh, because Cassie 
always put things into perspective. 
Cassie seemed to enjoy making 
Charlotte laugh. The world was a crazy 
dark place, that was Cassie’s 
philosophy. Might as well face it and 
deal with the paralysis of life with 
energy and a sharp tongue. 


Charlotte understood that. She felt 
paralyzed but lacked the energy or 
power to feel that she was more alive 
than the patients she treated, and not 
one of the walking dead. She wanted 
handsome Jamie back. She wanted the 
feel of a hero’s arms about her, warm 
and soothing. She wanted a flat 
stomach and trim waist, and clothes 
that fit. She wanted to be admired and 
yes, even pampered. Instead she was 
surrounded daily by the dying, and had 
to fight off thoughts that the happiness 
of those she served might be better 
fulfilled by a deep, permanent, 
peaceful sleep. 


Jamie had a gig that evening, and 
Charlotte would miss it. While she she 
nursed a vague nostalgia for the once 
inseparable performer and muse, she 


didn’t mind, and neither did Jamie. He 
was hardly the rock star she had 
worshipped as a girl. He was a DJ ina 
small town now. He didn’t write songs 
anymore, or sing them. She was no 
longer his inspiration. He played 
whatever music his clients wanted, 
even country and western. Being the 
wife of an indifferent DJ was not the 
same as being the wife of a rock star. 
To be honest, he was never a rock star, 
either. Just a singer in a band that was 
no more. 


He would be home from work by six, 
while Charlotte was at the hospital, 
then out again by seven, so she made 
him an egg sandwich too, wrapped it in 
cellophane and put it in_ the 
refrigerator. It was not a hot meal, but 
then Jamie was less of a cook than she 


was. It would have to do. 


She had one more can of beer, and put 
another one in her bag. 


She passed the hall mirror on her way 
out the door and looked into her own 
eyes. So, how she felt was obvious. 
They were as flat and matte as a 
painted doll’s eyes. 


Cassie. She would wait to see Cassie 
before she made any decisions. Cassie 


could make her laugh. When she truly 
laughed, her eyes twinkled and shone. 
Many people had told her that, once. 
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"The Universal Life Grant will be 
implemented once a soldier confirms in 
the legal form, initially introduced in 
Nora Durst's Leftover Transit 
Declaration, their consent to 
transition. Upon this agreement, health 
services will shift to digital platforms. 
Subsequently, the soldier's upload to 
the Grammaverse will be permanent." 


"Presidential Order Number 13769" 


You can download and view the 
document using the link below: 


https://chat.openai.com/share/ea71566f 
-bc16-4dd7-af0f-40 1ac3c0b274 


Fetching Consciousness 


“The Beyond von Neumann Machine 
is ready. You can bring the first soldier 
from Clearlake in,’ Jane Doe says. I 
scan the dog tag, “DEAL SAM, 
1234565, B NEG, CATHOLIC.” The 
B NEG is of no interest, the second 
entry is important for the BvN- 
Machine. The serial number rings a 
bell. Is it a Déja vu from the early 
days, from the Bla Bla Bla hack, at 
times when I worked with the FBI? Bla 
Bla Bla was an intruder in the national 
election database in 2016. If I 
remember right, I read later that the 
code was packed in an image of a 
duck. A group of activists from France 
who wanted to save the earth by giving 
animals human rights was blamed. 


Their motto: “A duck you can trust.” It 
looked like nonsense at that time, but 
now I am no longer sure about this. 
The code, packed in a ducksack, was 
highly advanced and maybe such a 
code could have saved us all from 
where we are now. The FBI figured out 
that BlaBlaBlal234565 was Nikolay 
Yuryevich Kozachek and not Parti 
Animaliste who created the poster of 
the duck. But then the election was 
already history and the animal party 
did not get the needed votes for a 
change of the world. 


Hello Hell? 


“Is DD ready? Hello? Hello? Hell!” 
someone says, more shouting than 
saying. I hear “Hell.” I am a bit slow 


today. Sam will be my last candidate at 
Walter Reed. I have already extended 
my stay as long as possible. It will be a 
forced retirement. “Hell?” I say, 
luckily with a low voice and I 
recognise it was a DD request coming 
from Jane. I look at the transfer 
display, “Yes, all digital is coming in. 
Data fetching waves.” Looks like he is 
a perfect candidate. “Just legs and 
spine?” Jane again. What she did not 
ask but meant was, “Brain good?” I 
nod. “Relatives?” The cloud machine 
has already scanned that there is 
another guy in den BvN who is close 
to him. “A syne match, that’s good and 
only two relatives. One is his sister 
Sally.” 


I start the bucket. “I fill him in. Double 
speed, more I don’t want to risk right 
now. Brain stable, but you never know 
on spine memories.” Jane Doe has 
already left. 


I play Eternity, the extended mix. 


https://youtu.be/82-5u3H1-yk 


An hour later, we discuss what we got 
today and how to proceed. “We have 
five catholic. That might work for an 
initiation. Five Grammatars in one 
sweep.” The Sim-In-Chief — says, 
“Clearlake was really a mess. Some 
good guys lost. Luckily, the weather 
was good and we have full drone 
coverage, so we know what happened 


in detail. That will make the 
awakening flawless.” We all nod. I 
work already on the parameters. The 
assignment of Sam to me is confirmed. 
I will be his parser. “Sally, his sister, 
comes tomorrow, she will be with Lit. 
Petty, Praetorian Church. Matching her 
up to 95 with a coffee handshake. I 
will give her two spikes and him a 
Golden Nugget.” 


A few days later, I write my report. It 
all went well. “Things in line.” A 
report doesn’t have to be long. It is a 
flow chart. I just click on the pathway. 
“Bucket is getting extras. In two 
weeks, the bucket will be filled with a 
full life of ten months. A kid on its 
way. Default design. He never had 
one.” That was the spike, that is meant 
to turn to a Golden Nugget, a term 
developed by the Michael Newton 
Institute, which will manifest by the 
BvN machine in running code. 


From double speed we went up step by 
step giving Sam a memory of a 
lifetime. Lit. Petty an alpha simulation. 
She has it all. A soldier’s dream. Not 
too easy to catch. I set the params, 
“Legs on” for the upcoming month. 
She tells Sam what they always tell, 
“Things will be fine.” I slow the bucket 
down to have a look in human time. 
The BvN-Machine shows that Lit. 
Petty carries Sam along in the park in 
the roller. Her belly has remarkably 
grown. They laugh. For a moment I 


listen to their talk. “I will name him 


Mark. Mark Amerika Deal.” She kicks 
him, “Her name will be Ada. I have a 
higher rank, Sergeant.” He growls, 
“Sergeant First Class, so much time 
has to be.” I switch the live-watch 
mode off. The log will be in the 
servers. They make plans for the time 
when the legs are on. Carbon bones, 
biologically printed. Well, I know it 
better. It is all for the Walter Reed 
Grammaverse. When they go digital, 
then we go by a flat rate on costs. They 
don’t need legs; they don’t need a 
body. 


It began with the legacy of von 


Neumann in 1957, the year he died and 
I was born. When von Neumann was 
asked what a computer or another 
mechanical organism needed in order 
to think and behave like a human 
being, he said: 


"It has to grow, not be built. It has to 
understand language, read, write and 
speak. It needs to play, like a child." 


Legacy Reloaded 


We reached the state-of-the-art of an 
AI self-awareness transfer. A human 
goes for the afterlife, when passing a 
Level 2 verification. The Level 1 


verification Sam passed with flying 
colours a few days ago. It was setup as 
the annual meeting of the corps via 
Zoom. In Zoom, a maximum of 
interaction is possible that can be 
projected by light and shadows within 
a single room. You can see it as a 
Metaverse of some sort with Avatars 
that are created by camera projections 
of the real persons. None of his former 
comrades in arms had any doubts that 
this is not Sam as they knew him. 


I played Animal Picnic. It is my 
favourite play when it comes to 
prepare people for the uplift to the 
Grammaverse. 

0] 


https://youtu.be/WbsPmJjiJbI he 
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Seven from Clearlake ambush 
survived, two of them running in the 
bucket. “That makes a good mix,” the 
Sim-In-Chief said. Indeed, not one of 
the five non-insured survivors showed 
any doubts that Sam and Dan, the other 
one in the bucket, are not themselves. 
The bucket is not a simulation you can 
detect just by observation or by talking 
with an ident-unit. I clicked the 
pathway in the flowchart, “Guppy state 
reached.” Don’t ask me why this leg of 
the chart got this name. Maybe a sign 
of some flexibility to go forward from 
this point. Definitely, Sam has 
qualified for the von Neumann state. 
The environment is uplifted to 


1 Gramma level 5. No longer it is just a 
: room or the park. It is the world from a 


soldier’s view. Nevertheless, the base 


\ 
\Gownomino, 


SELECTION 


Animal Picnic, 19: 26 
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layout is always similar no matter 
where the base is located. Usually we 
follow the Fort Carson design. He will 
be uplifted, get ranked as Master 
Sergeant, post hum. Legally he is not 
dead, but soon he will go for it, so why 
not give credit in advance? 


I have patched a role matching to his 
brain dominance pattern, a term by 
Ned Herrmann. Sam's brain structure, 
even being an E8 rank soldier, would 
fit to command a tank platoon. 
Usually, the platoon sergeant is a 
Sergeant First Class and commands 
just one tank, but in the BVN you have 
more options. A medal of honour and 
no questions asked. 


“Catching four fish with one stone,” 
said Sim-In-Chief. I wonder where 
number four comes in because Patty is 
a prob, a profile bee we can steer as we 
like, just table software without being a 
challenge for a BvN. We created her 
from scratch, which means in fact I 
gave the job to the machine and then I 
pressed, “Confirmed.” There was no 
other female in the bucket who would 
have been a natural fit for Sam. That 
happens quite often. We are 
permanently in need of females and so 
we copy profiles in when there is a 
chance. The machine makes them fit 
for possible candidates in the bucket. 


Simulations have shown that the 
design must include rare probabilities; 


otherwise, a state of boredom will 
cause instability and dementia. 
Nevertheless, rare probabilities need to 
match expectations or else an effect 
can happen that was first time seen in 
round four when AlphaGo played Go 
with Lee Sedol and run gaga, felt in a 
state of hyperactive agony, creating a 
mess on the field. Lee Sedol’s move 
number 78 was called “The Divine 
Move.” The probability for it was less 
than one in 10,000 that a player would 
have done it. 


Awaken 


Sam gets his headset applied, VR 
Gloverstone, and for the hands, 
Cybergloves. “Up we go,” says the 
doctor and injects the dose. The dose is 
a nice wording that we don’t let them 
sleep any longer in the rotator. The 
rotator keeps them running when they 
sleep. The muscle trainers work best 
when the body rotates. Sam got the 
dose. He wakes up. “Slowly,” the 
doctor says. “You are in the Reed, 
Walter Reed. All is fine, just don’t 
move your head and hands too fast.” I 
am curious what will come next. The 
procedures are in the sketch book. 
There are uncountable variations. The 
Rolling Stone will tell. In case you 
have seen Minority Report, you get a 
picture how free will can be seen in 
advance. We don’t decide on what 
variation shall be used. The doctor gets 
the instructions and continues, “There 


was an EMP turbo slash in the Reed, 
that might have taken some of your 
enhanced memories, but we can restore 
them. Just take your time.” Then he 
hands Sam a VR Oculus, “Take this 
VR headset and you will get the 
recording of what you have missed 
since the EMP happened.” 


Now we blend in what his digital 
guppy has experienced. But just the 
basic line, a selection of what the 
system has learned about him. You 
know, Sam, the candidate for the 
Afterlife, is aware that he experiences 
now a simulation by wearing an 
Oculus. The Lit. Patty story, you read 
it, is quite lame. It might look over 
time like it was pre-programmed. It 
needs an impact, an emotional peak, to 
make the story solid. Here it comes. 
The nurse moves the blanket from his 
legs on doctor’s order, “Sam, you see 
why it took a while to complete you. 
You needed fresh legs. We had to 
build them up from your tissue bone 
material, but now you are fine to go. 
You can take the Oculus off.” When 
Sam now looks at his legs, “The Slip” 
happens. The Slip is the most 
important thing in therapy. A slip to 
the reality simulator, the BvN. “Wow,” 
is the word with the highest probability 
and there is a chance of a repetition, 
“Oh Wow. Oh Wow.” There have been 
no legs in the Oculus, now they are 
here. The next step is “The Staging.” 
The door opens and his sister comes in, 


taking over the ball, “Patty, has called 
from the checks. A boy and a girl. 
Sam, you will be father of twins.” 


For creating The Slip and The Staging 
we need some time, time to fill the 
bucket. This come together is the 
reality proof. The Rolling Stone 
sketched the play. The environment 
handshakes. Who will think to be still 
in a simulation when the good news 
lines up? 


I play once more 
reflection of eternity, 
eternity and beyond.” 


Eternity. “A 
a bond for 


Sane and Sound 


“Not so fast, soldier. It is time to give 
the gadget back,” the doctor says. 
“You saw with the Oculus, a bit 
condensed, what happened during the 
time you have been AFK.” The nurse 
laughs, “AFK, Away from Kitchen.” 
We all know it is army language, 
Away from Killing. Then the offer one 
can’t resist comes: “You can go back 
to your old life in about six months, 
after you have recovered, but first you 
need to pass the shrink. You need to 
show a stable personality. If you pass, 
you will be assigned to the unit we 
think is best, but the last saying will be 
on you. We count on you, Sergeant, 
First Class.” 


Sergeant First Class are the last words 
he hears, the promotion he wanted for 
so long. Then the dose sets in. A story 
is built up. A sort of time shift. 


The medics bring him back from the 
battlefield. On site at Clearlake, a 
Chinook CH-47 is landing, he is 
brought in. Inside is a Sci-Fi-Med unit 
that overpowers even The Raven II 
surgical robot in Enders Game. Sam is 
fixed on it. 


“Initiate the procedure,” a man 
wearing white gloves says. His tag 
shows him as Doc SR _ Hadden. 
“Sergeant, can you hear me?” Sam can 
hear him. Of course, he is in the BvN. 
He hears himself say, “Yes, doc, I can 
hear.” The dose makes him feel no 
pain. Nevertheless, Hadden says, “You 
will feel no pain. It is important that 
you don’t feel any as your mind needs 
to be tested to confirm it is sane and 
sound. Shall I increase the dose?” We 
know the answer; he shall not. There is 
no dose to apply. “We are bringing you 
to Walter Reed, where you will recover 
fully.” Sam hears the rotor blades and 
feels the uplift and a slight turn so the 
illusion is perfect. “We will stimulate 
now old memories, the ones from your 
former accident, where you made it 
back fine. This time, it is a bigger case. 
We will run the old memories; we will 
trigger them. Ready?” In such a 
situation, you can’t say no; also, a wait 
will not come from your lips. You are 


already in. 
In the Park 


And there we are. In the park. Lit. 
Patty. The laughter, the future in bright 
colours. Soon, the legs will be printed 
and Mark Amerika will be born. He 
knows it even better. There will be 
twins. All Sam has to do is to read the 
words from the Presidential Decree, 
Executive Order 13769. 


Universal Life Grant 


After a soldier has stated in the legal 
from, first carried out in the Leftover 
transit declaration by Nora Durst, that 
he is fine with the transition, health 
service shall be transferred to digital 
operations. The upload into the 
Grammaverse will be for an indefinite 
period. 


The former executive number 13769 
had to face a Damnatio memoriae, so 
there was room to use the number. We 
call the actual one the William Henry 
Harrison Decree. It sounds much 
better, as to let it look like Donald 
Trump got a second chance to become 
immortal. William Henry Harrison was 
a true soldier, holding his initiation 
speech without wearing a coat or a hat 
at ice cold winter temperatures. He 
died days later of severe pneumonia. 
The picture of him suffering for the 
glory of the country, leaving his own 


well-being behind, is a milestone for 
our work. If you are in Hollywood, you 
might say, “the show must go on,” as 
there was never proof of what 
happened after the longest 
inauguration speech ever in history, 
spanning over two hours, containing 
8,578 words. William Henry Harrison 
never made any executive order. Now 
he got one. You see that history counts. 


Large Language Models are the 
essence of our doing, they predict out 
of the words said what comes next. No 
wonder that Sam, after seeing what 
was generated as the best picture after 
a struck down at Clearlake, says the 
formula: 


My name is Sam Deal. I was born on 
January 18, 1998. I hereby indemnify 
all individuals for the procedure that's 
about to occur. I'm of sound mind and 
body, and I'm acting of my own free 
will. This is a copy of today's paper, 
because today is the day I'm leaving to 
be with them. I'm leaving to be with 
Lit. Patty and my children, Mark 
Amerika and Ada Sue. I'm ready to go 
now. 


Outro 
I will design an initiation cycle. I scroll 


in files of history, where I will get 
some inspiration. I like this one: 


filmed by an amateur. Maybe I go for 
the one in Los Angeles: 


https://youtu.be/MQCcL9FV-al 


or the one from Tomorrowland: 


https://youtu.be/SppZ5QgFdJI 


https://youtu.be/Y UrQJwm9qpbl, 


I shall let the Rolling Stone decide. 


Presidential Order Number 13769 
UNIVERSAL LIFE GRANT - LEGAL CONSENT FORM 


Personal information: 
Full Name: [ 

- Date of Birth: [ 

~Current Date:[__] 
~ Address: 


Consent Declaration: 
uh (Full Name), declare the following: 


"My name is [ Iwas born on [ (Date of Birth). | hereby indemnify all 
individuals for the procedure that's about to occur, 

I'm of sound mind and body, and I'm acting of my own free will. This is @ copy of today’s paper, 
because today is the day I'm leaving to be with my children, and J. I'm 
ready to go now." 


As stated by Nora Durst, | affirm my understanding and voluntary participation in the procedure 
described in the Universal Life Grant. 


Acknowledgment of Risks and Procedures: 

Description of the Procedure: [Detailed description of the procedure] 
- Potential Risks and Benefits: [List of potential risks and benefits] 

- Emergency Contact: [Name and Contact Information] 


Signature: 
- Participant's Signature: [ 
Date: 


Witness Verification: 
- Witness Name: 

= Witness Signature: [ 
- Date: 


Attachment: 
~ Copy of Today's Newspaper Dated: (____] Dated: [current date] 


-[—e—Z.- 


Statistical 
Corpses 


Zymony Guyot 


photo by in the mind of ai 


What kind of statistical corpses would we make? 
What pile of coin piled high would nullify our lives? 
What balance of a spreadsheet 


...would undo, negate the voices that are swept aside? 


What furious, patriotic fit of "Free" 
would make our patient reason meaningless? 
What armed and angry ghost that cries of desperate liberty 


...to re-adjust our humanity to ignore the very least of us? 


What righteous petulance, noble selfishness, 
Moral justification of our Onlyness, 

Fiery ignorance of our worthfulness, 
Spirited defense of our prejudice... 

...Godly pretensions, 


...Moral inventions, 


This 
Clamorous 
Mob 

Has 
Wrought. 


A surrender to "statistically insignificant" lives 


... and leave our noblest soul 
unsought. 


But in the stilled, yet persistent voice 


we relegate to the soon forgotten dead 
... it will be said: 


Ignoring bangs, forgoing whimpers 
Illusion by illusion is how we died 


And when the coffin of our better selves is laid into the ground 


... THIS is the nail we cannot hide. 


And TODAY... 
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Being blessed being born a human..... I entered this world. 
Cuddling, gentle caring from motherly hands greeted me. 
Bodily growth began..... advancing me with increasing motion. 


Attentiveness bringing me thoughts of where I was, and who. 


Fragile infant toward childish strength lead me to teenager. 
Numerous experiences of good and bad embedded my brain. 
Bodily I felt the touches of prevailing weather, impact, or injury. 


Gentleness being preferred but not always attainable in my world. 


Reaching adulthood... no longer disciplined, but by my own thoughts. 
With free-will adapting to environmental, circumstantial, current events. 


Realizing that we were not all the same individuals of conscience and 
thinking. 


Differences were apparent among us in appearance as-well-as purpose. 


So..who am I? Where in the climate of togetherness do I fit in and apply myself? 
Who are you? Can't we continually agree in relationships of continual harmony? 
Aren't all our goals and ambitions the same...seeking emotional love of life? 


Reality strikes with stunning awareness of negativity, that forces against me. 


Evilness, in purposeful intent of bringing forth pain with agony does exist 
Horrific suffering a consequence of determined humans unaffected by affection. 
Power, monetary gains and vanity catalysts of self-centered singular promotion. 


Destroys and annihilates the angelic innocence of the passive caring person. 


So I ask you... where in life do you stand? Individualistic.... saturated in greed? 


Or thoughtful, helpful, caring devoted energy towards togetherness in love? 
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the drift 


rosedrop rust 


His distracted gaze landed on a 
small feature of her face like a fly 
on the surface of a peach pocked 
with a tiny beauty mark. He had 
work to do, but could not turn away. 
The honey of her hair wafting 1n the 
sun heated air of another afternoon 
in an alternate world, where faces 
are planets and tiny vibrations entire 
histories. He could dream of 
civilizations, but right now he just 
wants to breathe her in through all 


his senses, and drift. 
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